12                              THE STEAM HOUSE
Quite unknown to him the fakir dogged his steps ; he
followed noiselessly, and, keeping in the shadow, never for
an,instant lost sight of him,
Towards the outskirts of this quarter of Aurungabad the
streets became gradually deserted. The chief thoroughfare
opened upon bare, unoccupied ground, one circuit of which
skirted the stream of the Doudhma. The place was a
kind of desert beyond the town, though within its walls a
few passengers were hastily traversing it, evidently anxious
to reach more frequented paths. The footsteps of the last
died away in the distance, but the Hindoo did not remark
that he was now alone on the river's bank.
The fakir was at no great distance, but concealed by
trees, or beneath the sombre walls of ruined habitations,
which were scattered here and there.
His precautions were needful   When the moon rose and
shed uncertain rays athwart the gloom, the Hindoo might
have seen that he was watched, and   even very closely,
followed.
As to hearing the sound of the fakir's tread, it was
utterly impossible. Barefoot, he glided, rather than walked.
Nothing revealed his presence on the banks of the
Doudhma.
Five minutes passed. The Hindoo took his way
mechanically towards his wretched boat, like a man accus-
tomed to withdraw night after night to this desert place.